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she does not want—' for her own good/ The more
I live the more I believe in people usually knowing
what is best for themselves.
Now bye-bye again, old darling. How I'd love to
be with you! It was so lovely last summer and it
made amends for the long months of exile.—Lovingly,
con.
frankfort house,
dartry,
About May or June 1926.
dearest old darling,—I don't suppose that you
have been wondering why I hadn't written before,
because I am such an awful slacker at writing and I
am always so full up of work of all description.
I've been writing a play ! I don't quite know what
started me, but somehow a situation came into my
head and I wrote a scene and then I simply could not
stop. Wherever I went I had an old copybook and
whenever I was not actually using my hands I wrote.
I had to go and drive for an election in the middle—
such hard work—and one day I got my car out at
7.0 and never stopped driving round until weary
and sleepy I rang up a house at 2.30 to beg for a bed.
But every minute I had to wait for someone outside
a house—out with my old book, and anyhow the play
is finished at last. Of course it is not literary, only just
a thrilling story during the Tan war and in Sligo, but
I think it is human and natural.
I loved the book you sent me. I got it in the middle
of the election. It reads like truth, and one gets so fond
of the hero that one longs to know what happened to
him in the end. After all his adventures, it seemed so
sad that he was back again into exile and slavery*
How are you ?   I wonder so where you are and if

